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her tea preparatory to getting it for the rest of them in the
dining-room, where Claudius was now ensconced in his old
place by the fire. Dud had found himself clinging a good deal
to Mrs. Dearth these last days, for something had held him
back from going over to Glymes; but as he thrust these crum-
pled and pondered-over sheets into his pocket he came to the
conclusion that he really must walk over there that evening.
He kept thrusting his hand into the inside pocket of his coat to
make sure that Wizzie's letter, which it would be intolerable
for any eyes but his own to see, was safe where he had placed it,
but even while he did this he began another of the mental
struggles he had been making for the last couple of days to
shake off the numbness and inertia that had fallen on him.
"I must go over to Glymes/' he kept saying to himself. "I
must go over to Glymes to-night. I must go directly after tea."
They had just had a visit from Dumbell who was unaccom-
panied this time by his fuzzy-headed lady, and Jenny had been
revealing to Dud the direction of various straws on the life-
stream at Beulah Lodge which surprised him not a little.
Jenny said that Dunbar had told her himself that he was giving
their servant notice. This he told her he had been compelled
to do because of her lack of proper respect for his botanical col-
lection. "And that—you may mark my words,"—said Jenny,
"is the beginning of the end. The next thing he'll do'll be to
give Madame notice! When a man dares to go as far as to pack
off a woman's pet servant, they won't hang on much longer;
and I wouldn't wonder if it won't be Dumbell who'll make the
move. She's humiliated him to the limit over his Black-Shirt
pranks, and he's taken it like a lamb; but botany's a different
story—I believe he'd walk over both the father and the daughter
to reach a new blackberry."
But it wasn't of these heroic deeds of poor Dumbell in a
cause older than Fascism that Dud was musing now. He was
going over in his mind all the upheavals out there at Glymes
that their ambassador had been recording. Uryen was still in
the same state of helpless apathy, lying all day without taking
notice of anyone. Nance was still nursing him, helped now and
then, much against her will, by the intrusive Mrs. Wye; but
the most dramatic news brought by Mrs. Wye's husband was
that old Teucer Wye had decided to leave Glymes at once for
good aad all.

